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rX II. XA.XllISXI,
ATTORN EV AT LAW,- - Oregon, Mo., will

attention to nil business en-

trusted to his care, in Notth-Wc- Missouri and

in the Couit House.
nl-l- y

rit. o. w. arisitJTC,
rpESDKRS hh profcsuioiial services tu tho cit--

izens of Oregon and vicinity. Ail calls Kill
rccilvo prompt attention dayor night, except
when professionally engaged,

UFl'lOE AtRebideuco.
llililll

DrH. Hiii'i'iM As Yoiumins,
PHYSICIANS AND SURGEONS,

FOREST CITV, MO..

TENDER
Hi olr professional services to tho
Forest City and vicinity. All colls

will roculvo prompt attention, day or night.
118 Cm

.t. s. ij cimjps,
PHVSIQMM J1J"D SURGEON,

OFFICE At Peter's Drug Store,
OREGON, - - - MISSOURI,

rpENDERS his professional services to tho
X citizens of Oregon and vicinity. All calls
will 'recolvo prompt attention, day or night.

'n2:tf'

JA3XX2S SCOTT,
TAX-P- VINO AND REAL ESTATE AGENT,

Oregon, Holt County, Mo.,
"itriLL .attend promptly to all. business cn- -

IT trusted to lib care. II is a number of
good farms for salo.

OFFICE At llesldcneo.
, n0 tf ,

' T. V. COLLINS,
'ATTORNEY AND. COUNSELLOR AT LAW,

OREfJON, MO

OFFICE Iu Drlck Block, Northwest corner
Public Square.

Prnctico in tho courts of Holt andWILL counties,
nl-l- y

K. . MA.XtKL-V.lSX- ,

AT LAW,
OREGON,- - MISSOURI,

OFFICE Southeast room in court'hpuso.

YITILL GIVE prompt attention to nny business
Yy entrusted to his caro in tho Twelfth Judicial

District.
nl-l- y

SCoolc VniiBuslcirlc,
;ATT,ORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT LAW,

Real Estate, Clahn'Jlgents, and Con--
' ' vcianccr's,

1'
. OREGON, - - - - MISSOURI.
rtVTILL glvo special attention to tho collection
1 VV - of Claims, tho salo of lands, tho payment
of Taxes for and tha Rcdemp- -'

lion oi Delinquent i.auus tor noriuwesi mo.
r f OFFIOE ovar filestore of Cottroll, Koevcs,
tt Uo., Hpuare.

l-- ly ', ,

v 1 XXOIiMTCi &, UltOXIUKXt,
lilf'J : IV.holeitfi'and.Ilelail JJealfrtin

Saddles,
Leather, Hides, T,ninka, Valises,

etc;,, etc.,
NovSj'Sccoiid St., Nearly opposite Post Office,

i;viii,;. ST. JOSEPH, MO.
n7 3m' t

J ' Siisiiuol'WatBon. Jio Sons,
flVil...,Ll Iru.A. .

Jeans, 'Bl.an- -,

icets, ktCSf L,mseys, rarns,
.9REQN, MO.

Fulling, .Coloring, and
'Drosslng doho to 'order. '""1,'.'

8&

"ONLY."
Only a wlthorodrosc.budl

Rut eho woro tt In her hair,
When she, Inglorious beauty,

Was like that rosa-bu- d fair ;
But as tho flow'rets wither

In dewy mbrnlng tide,
With all their sweetness round them,

So she, fair rose-bu- died.
And now, alas! Bho's sleeping

Whcro tho rose-tree'- s earliest bloom
Scatters its fragrant tear-dro- ps

In .sorrow o'er her tomb.

Only an old tlmo ballad !

Rut n eong she used to eing;
Though worthless, perhaps, to others,

To mo a sacred thing.
Ah! that crave! In It tho rnnsio

Of my heart lies burled deep ;

j Since that sunny summer morning
When they laid her there to sleep.

Oh, tho.long, long years I'vo waited !

Oh, tho years that yet may como 1

Ere I join tho sweet-voice- d singer
Iu our Father's happy homo.

Only a few old letters!
Yellow and dim with years;

But oft,this faded writing
JIath been baptised with tears.

For sho,'whoso dear hand wroto them,
Ltes'neath the churchyard sod;

Up in tho starry heavens
Her spirit lives with God.

Oh, that those gates would open,
And i4ic, with outstretched hand,

Would lead mo to the glories
Of tho far-o- ff better laud !

MY CONFESSION.
.. Mr'uMMA A. BltOWK.

Thoy toll mo I must die. I look
from mv narrow window and ceo tho
broad lands beforo mo in all their ver-du- ro

and beauty. I watch tlio sunbeams
glint along tuo cold stono lloor, and al-

most forget how it all carao about.
Then I glanco toward tho heavy iron
doors, and upon tho grated window, and
tho dreary truth comes back to mo in
its dread reality. Yes, I must die, but
thero will bo no pomp or ostentation of
mourning on my exit from this weary
world ; they will bo glad to bo rid of
me a curso to tho earth. Tho streets
will not bo thronged with mourners on
tho day of my burial ; in fact I much
doubt if thero will bo even a tear shod
in commiseration of tho poor wretch
who will bo consigned to tho
tomb, and left to tho dread tribunal
tbaf'judges tha quick and dead." And
why should it bo othcrwiso? What
havo I evor dano to mankind to bo any-

thing but a torture to them and a living
death to myself? Why should any one
mourn for mo tho condemned criminal,
sentonccd to dio?. Yes, I must dio ;

but it will bo upon tho gallows tho
proper doath for a murderess !' I will
tell you my story and let you judgo for
yourself.

JL'oor, alone, and unloved, 1 bad real-
ized tho doop misery, tho pitiablo situ-
ation of a dependent. My parents
died when I was very young too young
to profit by their puro counsel, or 1
never 6hould havo been whero I now
am. I was adopted by my father's
brother, a man who knew not tho mean-
ing of tho word poverty any more than
ho knov tho signification of charity, but
who thought "it would not look w.ell if
something was not done for Leonard's
child," a cold, proud man, wrapped in
himsolf, his riches, and his motherless
daughter, who mhontod all nor tamer's
prido and sollisunes?.
stono was hard and e t :. i .ii.
never went out to her
done ; and bo my llf( Ml '

and dreariness, my v1 .rntr
"for human sympathy 10 ,vo;d. of
love.. In tuo mulst or si) ou1 !

havo been tony frionc alone
alono to strive, to wor' i die !

God pity yo, poor, mor-
tals, who must toil your lives awriy, and
toil alono! llow

.
dinr .iocs lite way

,t iseom to mo most zoai wovl:or, witu- -

out a word of encour Mr tr and love
from human lips. A I whim some ono
says, "work on, 0 m i i'M .iin watch
.ing your progress ;( I iu . i .!.iu daily
of you, and longing a ui 1 N'OU, 'I' POB- -
jsiblo ; I am, over ready with pi .iso, and
never with censuro," then dons tho tired
heart pluck up now courage, tho weaiy
feet walk on with it", wed vigor, tho
.load js lighter mat . upot tho heart
and weighs it down st l' vrfnlly. God
help yo, lono mortals ,

It soomod so strati ;c tVal wh lo Mil-

dred Livingston was full of joy and
gaypty, surrounded bjr her woalthv
friohda and enjoying this world as well
as ono who lives for sel,(ilorio can, I
must go on with a gloomy f&po and

no hopo in thieiifo
or tho lifo to como. Tho lifo to conio
It waB tho contemplation of that from
whiolt I 8hra.hU appalled, fearing tin
end of existonoo, and. longing to pierce
with- my mortal vii ion tho roalms be-

yond the tomb. j

. And so timo drajjgud by uutil my
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childhood had passed, and tho quiot
maidcrnva3 becoming tho proud, unlov-
ed and unloving woman. And then tho
crisis came tho beginning Of that
which was ovontually to mako mo what
I am, and, unless our master pities mo,
will send my soul to lasting destruction.

Upon what slight pivots turns tho
whcol of human lifo, and how often
somo circumstance of no evident impor-
tance sometimes amero word will
provo tho turning point in ono's exist-
ence. And so, that bright summer
day, when wandering through my un-

cle's spacious grounds, I encountored
John Wollington strolling leisurely by,
I-- littlo thought that I gazed upon my
destiny. Yes, ho was my destiny -- ho
or death.

I met him afterwards in tho crowded
salons of my uncle's residence, and
through mcro courtesy was introduced
to liis notice. He appeared interested
sought ray side during tho ovening, talk-
ing pleasantly and striving to draw mo
into conversation, whilo evidently per-
plexed at my reticence. But I had
caught tho baleful glanco of my cousin
fixed upon mo, and my heart sank with-
in mo a3 1 thought I was displeasing
her in somo unaccountablo manner.
After that I grow reckless j I knew I
had unconsciously crossed her, and
fooling that it was my fato always to
be in her way, I pursuod my acquaint-
ance with Mr. Wollington. A promi-
nent member of society, and an "clligi-bl- o

match," he obtained ready access
to my uncle's housp, and by Lis own ex-

ertions I was often thrown into his com-

pany, until I camo to regard him as the
ono ray of light in my dark path my
dear, my only friend. And Mildred
was so quiet and kind she was wait-
ing.

At last her patient waiting was re-

warded. Tho final denouement came,
ono evening, at a crowded assembly,
passing through the gay apartments
with my arm in that of my new found
friend, I heard a low, ewest voico men-
tion my nemo as though not awaro that
I was in tho vicinity. I turned iu tuo
direction of the epeaker and saw my
cousin deeply engaged in conversation
with several ladies and gentlemen of her
select acquainttiaaa, omo of whom I
recognized as distinguished iaorabcr3 of
society. Involuntarily my car caught
her words, and far worso, God pity
me John Wellington heard them also.
I heard her breathe forth a foul and cru-- ol

lie, a slander whoso blighting breath
would blast my faro name forever. I
listened with a dying heart, and then my
rcsolvo was taken. Turning towards ray
companion with a bright amilo, I made
somo merry remark, ami though I no-tic-

his sudden abstraction, and saw
his wondering look fixed upon mo, yet I
felt that ho was mine I had won him
in spite of all. I knew then I could
not believe it otherwise that John
Wollington. loved me, and no baso slan-
der would change his allegiance. I had
studied this man well, and knew that
nothing would movo his trust in tho wo-

man ho loved, eavo her ov falseness.
He sought an explanation of my cousin's
words. I could give hiin none, but
t!0't 6' r..v

' '.ww.'.Icri'.'!, ;' :x ivoiv
!.; j-- ji t ;r. Trut in u it. '

V.

V':
.Well, i sctt'ed. My nu , '

l.scnt wau .eked for raero cour:vt
jrfho, tWiizh had ho refused it. ...'.'!!
bavo mattered little to mo. .B 't
reMy conscnlod, fov, as ho , 1, ,

woiuAho n good match for . i .

thou his duty was done.'' It i j

asked ofny of thoia to he If: i

self. 1 Ir.d poured out the h.
wealth o'flovo which had boov. :;vut .,1

up so lo fg that it was ennkorinfr la
(ioffcrfi, .'Uifteot of John Wcl u ,;rci .

.I'niis ix' v--- '.. "l'iov him-ah- ! iA ilv.t
utomonVas wyiifu coranr,r.otl witli
And f t .lmppy wm 1 in tuis protecting
iovo yiat I heeded not tho taunts am!
inairJaLtonc U thj ;Irl who hat ..I .li,
andi.ps even than di3lilliu; r c lv-lif-

'bo poidoo mat sooner or u.u v i

uiakv"it3ejf apparont in wyu'.ci .

9ttuct..)n. -

So. lio cUyo rollod by nqd ray wc --

ding hy f.pproachcd, whilo mykeait
groffght aul loving, molted, as it
Wt 'by tho genial warmth ol Lib nature

-- ho V.hb bad overlooked tho foul slan
nlor cast upon mo, branded it as it lio,

np(i mo autnor ns wormy or ma nato.
I' 'was only a few misstatements, a
complicity bf cireunistauccB, each eufli-cio- nt

in itsolt' to Lour upon mo with ter-

rible force, and tho mischief was dono.
lie bolieycd mo guilty o porjury ; that

I was in! iidino' to marry him whilo I
was really bound to another by cvory tio
of affection to marry him for his gold.
And I gro.riC 1 and writhed in anguish,
whilo she, tho ''end I called my kinswo-
man, tho author and perpotrator of this
base calumny, sneered at mo and taunt-
ed me. 1 wad poor and friendless ; no
ono boliovcd mo. Had our positions
been reveidi 1, and I stood in tho phco
of my wci'i' y cousin, I would havo
been credited ; or, if not really believ-
ed, it won I have been sot down as per-
fectly ri..h merely a whim of tho hoir- -
css. Du ' had not tho
gold, no ,ifo, my sours lifo, must
perish in .i! r.co and shame.

But ah ! it wa3 not so to be. I had
my father' spirit, and I, Edith Livings-
ton, was not lo be an outcast, disgraced
by tho ans of a woman who would
stoop to - anything to gain tho desid-
eratum i her hopes, for now I know
that MM .red loved John Wollington.

It wi i 'i proved to tho satisfaction
of her 1 .a live hundred frionds' all
of thm ho took tho troublo to notico
an ofi'air connected with so insignificant
a pcrn as myself; tho engagement
was dc '.rod null and void, and I was
to bo n ianger-- in tho land of a frco
nation, whero "every man is free and
equal. ' :tnd yet whcro God i3 not wor-ship- p

d .lone.
I v. ,is preparing to lcavo tho house,

for I ou'd livo thero no longer ; the
house that had been to mo tho scene of
so m; ay heart throes, and yet where I
had experienced Cho only joy that had
over visited my dreary lifo. I had de-

termined to nay farowcll to no ono, for
no ouc cared for ino ; but passing thro'
the a i 'c hall on my way from the Lou3o
I heard the well known voico of tho
man who had oneo been by intended
husband, Something tho incarnate
spirit of evil, I think, prompted mo to
enter the library whenco tho tones is-

sued, and I saw, c3 1 expected, tho man
I loved and tho woman I hated, ay, loath-
ed, despised, abhorred ! I snoko to her,
told lur I was going away l'orover, and
in a prouu, eaim tone, oaue nor auieu.
She motioned mo to remain, and lean
ing curoiccsly against an open cabinet,
l ax 'lted Jier movements.

rover shall .1 forgot tho horror that
frozo my blood whilo I listoncd to tho
accusations with which sho loaded me.
Down, down in horror's doopc3t abyss
did I feci my soul sink, whilo luo man
I loved sat calmly and coolly by and
listened : for oh! ho was beneath tho
enchanter's power, tho sybil's spell was
upon Iiini. I'ausing not tor a mo-

ment," but passing rapidly from ono ly-

ing accusation to another, sho roaohed
a point that stung my soul to madnoss.
Goaded by rago I turnod blindly towards
tho eabiuot, and grasping a loaded pis-

tol with which sho had been toying, 1

raised it and deliberately fired. Ono
shriek of agony, a convulsivo movement
of tho arms, a'horriblo distortion of her
boautiful foatui'C3, ar.d sho was dead

ivus a murderess ! After that all
was dark, and then I was happily un-

conscious for many hours.
I had no friends. Justice turned tho

cold shoulder upon mo, unassisted r.3 1

as by tho almighty dollar, and when
i. found mysolf , on' roturning to con- -.

iiousncss, in tho damp prison coll, I
vnew what my fato was to bo. In tho

court of juatico," as it is tormed, I
lead guilty. What had I to livo for ?

.s well to dio now as to drag away my
voary lifo iu-- a prison cell, and I know
i hat was tho only alternative. So I
uado no excuse, attempted no pallia- -

Jon ; I told my atory oimply, and, as I
ixpcolcd, received no creuonco.

1 3at in that court room and looked
into John Yi'cllington's face, during all
the oread trial, ilia testimony waa di
rectly against mo, but I had anticipated
it. I know tho doeision boforo tho jury
rendered tho verdict. I aroco, and stood
with calm frco and tightly folded hands,
liotoninj to tho reading of tho contenco:
and tho crowds that thronged tho court
room went away with homued.look- - that
tho prisoner should bo so hardened. Tho
eentonco was nronouncod. tho storootvn
ed phrases siiiking into my brain ; I can
repeat every word of it now : "To bo
hanged by the nook until you aro dead !"
That was all 1 comprehended at urat,
and the unmoaning consolation of my
counsel was all lost upon mo whilo I
stood thero very calm and atill bowing
coldly to tho presiding judgo at tho con-

clusion of his romarks concerning thoir
"dislike to hang a woman." It was
all over.

. t
Yes, I dio. Tho thought

doos como homo now. Oh! wero I only
permitted to dio with his precious love.

surrounding mo, it would bo all I would
ask. But no ! Alone I came to the
world, alono I havo lived, alono will I
dio. Oh! John, John, it is terrible to
dio- - and know that you will not oven
honor my memory ! My lifo's world is
in gloom, tho stars aro quenched, and
my heart filled with "tho blackest dark
ness."

A Know 1 am to sutler too severe a
punishment, but I lack tho power to
provo tho truth, ana must dio ; it will
only bo a little sooner to lcavo this
world. I know our Saviour hath nitv
and will He not receive me, oven at the
eleventh? Mcthinks I .sco tho dear
arms outstretched to welcomo mo, and
hear tho loving voico whisper, "This
day shalt thou bo with mo in paradise."

To thee, oh, busy world, a long,- last
adieu. Thou hast happy lives for some,
but I havo tasted tho titter drogs, "I
have seen an end of all perfection." I
go down to the dead with a soul that
cannot tear itself from its earthly idol,
and yet longs for our father to receive
it.

And so sun risc3 on mo
for tho last timo ; I shall never sec the
sun set again. If the world will regard
my last wish. 1 would bo buried deep
under tho green grass, and tho mound
beneath which thoy lay my a3hes bear
upon a marble tablet, "fmplora ctcrna
fuivtc." This is my last wish; I hard
ly expect it to bo regarded.

Ami now, oh world, farewell! I trust
that I shall bo in a purer,
holier sphere, among those who have
"como out of groat tribulation, and
havo washed thoir robes and mode them
whito in tho blood of tho Lamb." My
soul is calm and sustainod ; I nin rest-
ing 'neath "tho Kock that ia higher than
I," and I am content. Tho guh i3 set-

ting, and I must watch it descend for
tho last time ere I pjeparo for tho com-

ing morrow. Farewell, John ; farewell
beautiful world !

Tho Voyago of Ocean Tho Voyago
to tlio Heavenly Land.

All day and all night, for two long
wcoka, I'lay stretched in my wretched
berth in tho steamship, making my
hideous purgatorial pastago from Eut ope
to America. The berth was so ehort
that I could but just Elraigktcn myself
mercin, unit so narrow mat t coma out
just keep myself theroon ; and tho con
comitants wero all alter tho samo scant
pattorn. And do you suppose i ever
stretched mysolf out thero without being
reminded, by my limitation, of that
which I had been used to, and which I
wa3 seeking in my own homo V Do you
suppose I over looked through that
bull's-ey- o window without thinking of
my own amplo window that overlooks tho
bay? Do you

'
suppose I over saw the

damp stinking furnituro of tho clo3o
cabin that I did not think of my own
airy chambers and tho sweet breath of
heaven in my own halls ? Thero was not
ono discomfort that did not suggest a
comfort. Thero was not ono unpleasant
thing that did not suggest something
pleasant. Thero was not one word or
look' from a fellow passongcr that did
not bring to my thought Bomo absent
but dc3irod ono.

And as it is in a voyago upon tho
ocean, so it is in a voyago serosa tho
soa of lifo to tho heavenly land. Our
experiences and 'ufterings aro but so
many hands that point to us to tho other
world, saying. "There it shall not bo as
it ia horo ; for ho'ro it i8 in perfect, thero
perfect; hero corowful, thero joyful;
hore weak, thero strong ; hero crum- -i

bling, thero undecaying ; hero sinful,1
thero holy: herd exiled, there children
f.t homo."

God be thanked, through the Lord
Jesus Christ, for tho promise of the lifo
that is to como, and lor thc3o cweot
earnests of tho Spirit which tell us that
tho experiences which aro bogun in U3

God shall consummato, and that which
wo havo in small and in part in this
lifo is tho promiso of that which wo aro
to havo in fullness and perfoctness in
tho world to como. Meeker.

Tnn BiBr.K. Book of book3 ! deop,
wonderful mino, whoso shaft ages havo
travoraed and will yet traverso ! Holy
lincago roll, displaying tho record of
tho internal unfolding of tho raco of
man from tho hour of his birth ; gigan-
tic drama of lifo's boginuing and end !

Drama with dark opisodes and bloody
scenes, but whoso mornings aro in light,
which commoucos with man's infanov.
and ends whero ho begins a now lifo af-
ter, death and tho cravo. History of
histories ! lfow ofton havo I descended
into its depths !

VmxuEalono, is happiuess bolow.

Tho Death of Mrs. Mooro.
On September 4th, at Slopcrton Cot-tng- o,

Mrs, Moore, widow of tho lato
Thomas Moore, Esq., nuthor of "Lalla
Itockh," nged sixty-eigh- t. This is nn
announcement that ono of tho last roses
of a glorious 8U miner has at length dis-

appeared. Few aro now left of the
brilliant company who adorned the ear-
ly part of the nineteenth century, and
whoso names aro famous in our litora-tur- c.

Among theso names nono ia or
will bo held in more kindly rcmcmbranco
than that of tho ludy whom tho poet
Moore gavo his heart. Moore not only
loved her ho was proud of her, and it
i3 delightful to sco in his letters and in
his diaries with what eagerness ho sound-

ed her praises. Ho writes to his moth-

er in 1S13 :

"You cannot imagine what a sensa-
tion Bes3y excited at tho ball tho other
night. Sho was prettily dressed and
certainly looked very bcuutiful. I nev-

er saw ao much admiration excited. It
strikes every body almost that seo3 her,
how like the lorm and expression other
face aro to Catalani's !"

And so through all his letters and
journals ho is never tired of referring
to her quoting what eho said ami re
cording how sho was admired. Ho mar-
ried her in 1811, and her history is
summed up in this one phrase that sho
was tho delight of hi3 life, blio does
not appear to occupy a great plaro in
his pootry ; but it is ono of tho curious
traits or many a poet that ho is excited
to sing loss by tho real mistress of his
heart than by some imaginary hcroino
or by somo beauty that Kindles a pass
ing Hume. Mrs. Mooro was not a
bia, nor a Beatrice, nor a Laura, nor a
Highland Mary, destined in Bong to
livo forever, but as much as any of
theso, if not more, sho was a poet'3
idol.

She died at 8 o'clock on the morning
of Monday last. Sho was sensible to
tho lu9t; bIio know that sho was dying ;

and sho said that sho was happy. Sho
was tho last that remained to us of tho
Mooro family, and now that she has
departed, wo begin to count with sad-

ness how many links arc there left to
connect tho present generation of letters
with tho past. London Times, Sept.
8th.

A Grand National Curiosity.
Sevoral of our citizens returned last

week from a visit to the Groat Sunken
lake, situated in Cascade mountains,
about Eovonty-ilv- o miles north-ea- st from
Jacksonville. Thi3 lako rivals tho fam-
ous valley of Sinbad tho sailor. It is
thought to average 2,000 fece down to
tho water all round. Tho walls aio almost
perpendicular, running down into tho
water and leaving no beach. Tho
depth of tho water is unknown, and its
surfaco i3 smoth and unruflled, as it
lies so far bslow tho surfaco of tho
mountain that tho air currents do not
ah'ect it. Its longth is estimated at
twelve milc3, and its width at ten.
Thero is un island in its conter having
trees upon it. No living man evor has,
and probably never will, bo able to roaoh
tho water'e cdo. It lies silent, still
and mysterious, in tho bosom of tho
"everlasting hill," liko a huge well
scoped out by tho hands of tho giant
genii of tho mountains, in tho unknown
agca gono by, and around it tho prime
val forests watch and wava aro keeping.

Tho visiting parly fired a riflo sever-
al timc3 iuto tho water, at an anglo of
forty-fiv- e degrees, and wero ablo to noto
several sccoild3 of time from tho report

fbf tho gun until tho ball struck tho wa
ter, fciuch Eeoms invrodiulc, but is
vouched for ly somo of our most rolia-bl- o

citizens. Tho lako is certainly a
most remarkable curiosity. Jackson-
ville (Or?gon) Sentinel.

Alligator's Nest. Theso nests
haycocks four feet high, and

fivo in diameter at their baso, being
constructed with grass and herbage
First thoy deposit onoliyer of oggs on
a floor of mortar, and having coverod
this with a second stratum, of mud and
horbago eight inche3 thick, lay another
set of oggs upon that, and soon to tho
top, thero being generally from ono to
two hundred eggs in tho nest. With
thoir tails they then beat down around
tho nest tho dense grass and roods fivo
toot high to provont tho approach ot un
seen onomios. Tho female watches her
eggs until they aro all hatched by tho
heat of tho sun, and then sho takes hor
brood undor her own caro, dofondwg
them and providing for thoir subsis-
tence

"You'kb a man of figures," said tho
mathematician to to tho dancing master.


